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strength. Had he not pulled a great gray barge up the
river all by himself? Now and again he jumped up
from the bed and showed me how the barges traveled
with the towing-rope round them, and how they
pumped water, singing fragments of a song in a bass
voice; then, youthfully springing back on the bed, to
my ever-increasing astonishment, he would continue
hoarsely and impressively.

"Well, sometimes, Oleysha, on a summer's evening
when we arrived at Jigulak, or some such place at the
foot of the green hills, we used to sit about lazily cook-
ing our supper while the boatmen of the hill-country
used to sing sentimental songs, and as soon as they be-
gan the whole crew would strike up, sending a thrill
through one, and making the Volga seem as if it were
running very fast like a horse, and rising up as high
as the clouds; and all kinds of trouble seemed as noth-
ing more than dust blown about by the wind.    They
sang till the porridge boiled over, for which the cook
had to be flicked with a cloth.    Tlay as much as you
please, but don't forget your work/ we said."

Several times people put their heads in at the door
to call him, but each time I begged him not to go.
And he laughingly waved them away, saying, "Wait

abit."

He stayed with me and told me stories until it was
almost dark, and when, after an affectionate farewell,